and no colonel ever led his battalion more proudly than I
marched behind my three good men and true.

For many months we watched the roads, railways and canals
entering the town. If a German regiment or a car full of German
officers had tried to enter St. Omer we should have been ready
for them, but none ever did, and if any German agents came to
St. Omer they presumably used the great open spaces between
the carefully guarded means of obvious approach. So diver-
sions were rare in these long watches.

Once an elderly officer with a muffler concealing his tabs
came out of the town for a stroll along the poplar-lined canal
path, asked me what I did in civil life, and other things, and
went his way without showing the requisite pass. I demanded
it again, and his companion, a tall and handsome staff officer,
turned back and said, 'Don't you know who that is? It's Sir
John French', This was Major Fitzgerald, who went down with
Kitchener in the Hampshire.

Well, I thought, the Commander-in-Ghief ought to be the
first man to comply with orders. Yet I did not feel equal to
arresting the Commander-in-Chief. So they went down the
path under the poplars and a moment later another man, in a
quasi-military uniform, came through the guard. This was the
detective whose duty was'to follow Sir John French, but whom
Sir John French could not bear to see. He pursued his charge
like a deer-stalker, stealing from poplar to poplar in his efforts
to remain unseen. Soon afterwards this curious procession
returned, saluted with presented arms by the entire guard.

Another figure came down the path under the poplars,
running. A slight boyish figure with a pink face, thin putteed
legs beneath guardee knickerbockers, jog, jog, jogging along
the bridle path. For the second time I saw the Prince of Wales*
With that excess of zeal which Talleyrand rightly deprecated,
I turned out the guard and presented arms. The runner changed
Ms trot to a walk and saluted, but an unfriendly look from the
Royal eye, as I thought, travelled across the moss-covered
sluice gates,
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